ITALIAN   AMERICANS
236 East looth Street, the Bronx, and he had told me
over the 'phone to come in a hurry and he'd wait
for me. The taxi-driver said afterwards it was the
most mileage he'd had on his meter since he took a
champagne-soused chorus girl to Atlantic City in 1927.
Dr Fama wore pearl-grey spats and what goes with
them, and received me in a sun parlour, which might
have been a stage setting for Traviata or Tosca—beauti-
ful Italian furniture, statues, little marbles and bronzes,
Venetian leather, and dozens of canary birds in gilded
cages which chirped and sang as we talked.
He told me there were about 350,000 Italian Protes-
tants in the United States, all stemming back to the
Waldensians, who had turned Protestant in Italy
during the Reformation* But now in America, he said,
they were " everything from Baptists to Seventh Day
Adventists." He himself was a Presbyterian. He said
there were about thirty Italian Protestant institutions
and churches in the East, and that nearly every city
of over a million had one or two. He was raging that
morning at Father Gannon, of Fordham University,
who had just been quoted in the newspapers as saying
that " an Italian who was not Roman Catholic must be
an enemy of his race/' I told him that Father Congedo
hadn't felt that way, because it was Father Congedo
who had sent me up there to him.1
1 Father Congedo had also asked me to mention Italian Ameri-
cans in education. On the faculties of many leading American
high schools and universities are scores of brilliant teachers, but
this contribution is best epitomized by the achievements of two
men, Dr Henry Suzzallo, former President of the University of
Washington and now director of the Carnegie Foundation for the
Advancement of Teaching, and Angelo Patri, who has done as

